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VERY DIFFERENT BY DAYLIGHT. 


Miss Gushynge: 1 HAVE SUCH A FAVOR TO ASK OF YOU, MR. MASHEUR. 

Mr. M. (with his most engaging smile): ANYTHING, anything, MY DEAR MIsS GUSHYNGE. 

Miss G. (imploringly): DO, do, PLEASE, REPEAT TO PAPA THOSE LOVELY VERSES YOU COM- 
POSED—THOSE YOU MURMURED TO ME IN THE MOONLIGHT, LAST EVENING. 


The verses began in this wise. 


‘¢Oh, love, love, love! When thou, sweet god, 
Art from my heart,” etc. 
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__ is one foreigner in this beautiful country whom, 
above a great many other objectionable foreigners, we 
have no sort of use for. His name is Edward Aveling, and 
his ostensible purpose in visiting us is to obtain material for 
a work to be called “Socialism in America,” which he pro- 
poses to publish abroad. The reason why we have no use 
for Aveling is because, on a previous visit, he showed him- 
self to be a most thoroughly objectionable person. He 
came here last just after the Haymarket massacre, when the 
country was in confusion, and he came as the paid agent 
of the enemies of the Republic to confound that confusion 
worse. 
* * * 
NSCRUPULOUS demagogues at that time were do- 
ing their best to incite ignorant and discontented men 
to riot; revolutionists in our large cities were holding 
secret meetings in the slums; anarchists and _ socialists 
were manufacturing dynamite and firearms; Lehr und 
Wehr Vereins were being drilled for projected uprisings ; 
and, while loyal citizens felt no anxiety that permanent harm 
would come to American institutions, life and property was 
in danger in many places. At this juncture Aveling came 
over here, a hireling of the enemy, preaching the gospel of 
riot, arson and assassination, and doing his best to under- 
mine that noble structure of government that the American 
people have set up at so tremendous a cost of human blood, 
suffering and sacrifice. 
* * * 
ND Aveling showed himself to be a very paltry fellow 
withal, and possessed of preposterous impudence. 
He had the audacity to intrude his unwelcome presence 
upon a club of gentlemen, on one occasion, and was ushered 
into the street with a degree of celerity that he will probably 
remember all his life; and his efforts to beat his way into 
the theatres, as the representative of obscure English news- 
papers, made him a laughing-stock. At present he is visit- 
ing our police courts and other public institutions, and re- 
questing assistance in the collection of material for his 
unborn book. The people of this country owe him no 


consideration, however, and we trust that courtesies will not 








be extended to him. Were it an ignorant man who came 
among us on the mission that brought him here two years ago, 
we might afford to overlook, in some measure, that offense. 
But Aveling is not an ignorant man. He knew exactly 
what he was about when he came over here, the Hessian of 
the socialistic propaganda, to teach sophistry and sedition to 
men whose minds were already inflamed by those false 
teachers who have since perished on the gallows. 
* * * 
] E are menaced with the threatened affliction of another 
foreigner—also an Englishman who has visited us 
before—in the person of the Rev. H. R. Haweis, the cad 
disgusting Zar eminence of all the vast array of cads that 
the older civilizations have ever inflicted upon us. The case 
of this pompous simpleton is probably unique in the records 
of mental aberration, if we except Martin Farquhar Tupper 
in his dotage, as revealed in his immortal autobiography. 
Imagine the frog in the fable who attempted to swell himself 
to the size of the ox, with this difference: that the troglodyte 
in question, without thus increasing his dimensions, poses 
beside the great beast and can discern no difference in their 
respective statures—and we have Haweis. Absolutely un- 
known on this side of the Atlantic until his majestic asininity 
made him a national spectacle, he came among us with all 
the airs of a pampered celebrity; and so impervious was his 
cuticle that, in all the weary weeks he spent within our gates, 
he never—if we may be permitted to employ a colloquialism 
that makes up in expressiveness what it lacks in elegance— 
“tumbled to himself.” The health authorities will be entirely 
justified in turning Haweis back when he reaches this port, 
thus inhibiting a powerful incentive to suicide. 
* * * 
HERE are two principles involved in the campaign in 
the State of New York this year—an economic princi- 
ple and a moral one. The issue presents itself to the con- 
scientious voter who believes in a reduction of the tariff, 
thus: Shall I refuse to vote for the Democratic candidate 
for Governor, whom I know to be dishonest, a demagogue 
of the lowest order and a spoilsman of the worst type, in 
order to assist in bringing about a reform of the tariff which 
I consider essential to the best interests of the country; or 
shall I vote for the Republican candidate for Governor while 
I am, in order to promote Democratic harmony and thus 
advance the cause of freer trade, voting for a Democratic 
candidate for President? To this question there can be but 
one reply: Sacrifice the economic principle to the moral one. 
This may be done with a better grace than usual this year, 
too, inasmuch as Warner Miller stands for high license in 
the State, while Governor Hill is the champion of the rum 
power. 
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BOTH SIDES. 









SHE, 


= 7 "D been having a 
whacking flirtation 
With a boy not 
twenty years old ; 
And, although I am 
five years his sen- 
. Z " 2 ior, 
= Wa LL. \/° That ugly fact need 
SSE ——" not be told. 
I know that he liter- 
ally worshipped 
Me; and, just to tell you the 
truth, 
I rather enjoyed the outpouring 
Of this wild first-love of his 
youth. 





How I liked my shy, innocent 
lover ! 
But—wretched young villain !—I learned 
That, when chaffed by the fellows, he called me 
His ‘‘ Auntie” when my back was turned. 


LOCAL COLOR. 


OLD COLORED WOMAN (/o tramp): 
Git offen dese premises; what does 
yuh want ? 

TRAMP: I’m writin’ a book called “On 
Foot through Africa,” and I came here to 
get some local color; that’s all! 


F  Npaietsean SPORTS—People who bet 
on boat races. 


PROUD OF HIS MEMORY. 


i ROWN: I say, Dumley, you haven’t for- 
gotten that ten-dollar bill you borrowed of 
me a long time ago, have you? 

DUMLEY (2” a hurt tone of voice): Forgotten it, my 
dear boy? Do you think I’m so weak-minded as all that ? 
I'd rather a man would impugn my credit any day than my 
memory. 








THE REASON WHY. 


HY IRST POETICAL ASPIRANT (fo second ditto): So 
you say you've sent off more than a hundred poems 

and never had one returned ? 

SECOND P. A.: That’s what I said. 

First P, A.: It’s a phenomenal success! 
the secret. 

SECOND P. A.: Well, I've sometimes thought it was 
because I never enclosed any postage stamps. 


I wish I knew 











HE, 


I was desperately, madly, devoutly 
In love with a woman, so fair 

That, as usual, I thought her an angel, 
With halos encircling her hair. 

She was older than I—but what of it? 
Her age but enhanced her, for then, 

Was she not so unselfish—preferring 
A boy to society men? 

But one day I got over my ‘‘ spasm,” 


And out of Love’s arms I soon slid 
When I heard that, when chaffed by some women, 
a snippy young kid.” 


“ee 


She called me 





Harry (who had some money given him to spend at the fair): 
PAPA, THINGS WERE SO CHEAP AT THE FAIR THAT THIRTY CENTS 
OF MY MONEY WAS WASTED, 

Papa: WasTeED? 

Harry: YES; I DIDN'T SPEND IT. 











O what is luck ? 
Luck’s something that the other fellow 
has 
Whene’er I buy a ticket at the track. 
He knows no more than I of horses in 
the race, 
Nor has he straighter tips than mine ; 
And yet, when quarter and back-stretch are past, 
And jockeys ply the whip and spur, 
And, with a wild, exhilarating rush, 
The steeds tear underneath the wire— 
That gay-striped check, on which I built fond hopes 
Of hours of ‘‘ wein, weib und gesang,”’ 
Is flung in tattered bits upon the ground, 
While he, of greasy hat and rusty coat, 
Rakes in the shekels that I’ve helped him win ! 
That is luck. 





* * * 


R. STAGG, of Yale, will not become a professional 
ball player, because his moral principles will not 
permit him to kick in sufficiently effective language. 
* * * 


IPLOMAT: Yes, our three-sided fishery controversy 
with England and Canada does seem to be a sort of 
Try-Angle-O-Saxon affair. But be careful not to do any- 
thing of this kind again. 
* * * 

HERE are two very objectionable trusts that have been 

recently formed, and with both of which we presume 
Mr. James G. Blaine, of Augusta, Maine, will consider that 
no one has aright to interfere. One of these is the John 
L. Sullivan trust, and the other is the Terpsichorean Trust, 
otherwise known as the American Society of Dancing- 
Masters. 

* * * 

HE first of these trusts has made John L. Sullivan a 

monopoly, having formed a syndicate to train him for 
conflict with other pugilistic gentlemen. The result will be 
that Sullivan will become an expensive commodity, and the 
public will be obliged to pay its dollars to observe him slug 
his fellow men instead of witnessing him, gratis, staggering 
about the streets of Boston thrashing cabmen and waitresses. 
The Terpsichorean Trust is an even greater menace to the 
welfare of society. The trust refuses to admit rural dancing- 
masters, because those gentlemen having thus learned the 
fashions obtain patrons who would otherwise come to the 
cities to be taught. By these means dancing is made 
expensive and the poor are deprived of their necessities. 
The Sullivan and the Terpsichorean trusts must go. 


FRESH AIR 
FUND 





Before After 


HIS is the last appeal we make this season in behalf of the city 

children, but any contributions hereafter received will be devoted 
to the purpose, and at once. We thank our readers heartily for the 
money they have so freely given. More than nineteen hundred 
children have been made happy by it, and many cases of sickness and 
death have probably been averted. 


Previously acknowledged $5,827.61 
A. C.D : : 2 - 360 
C. A. B. 3-00 
WwW. 8. BD. . * 2.00 
In Memory of J. C. C. 20.00 
‘*Whistlers” . ° ‘ 6.00 
A Young Bachelor . ‘ ‘ 100.cO 
F. F.O. F. ‘*In Memoriam” 6.00 
‘* Five-Cent Pieces” . ‘ * : ‘ - 3.00 

Proceeds of a Fair held by Carlie Olds, Frank 

Lombard, Tom Barnes and Connie Wilder, 
four children from Fort Wayne, Ind. 7-15 
Total, P ‘ ‘ : P - $5,977.76 

* * * 


F that rat that created the excitement on First Avenue, 
near Fifty-eighth Street, last week, has any sense of 
humor, it must be laughing over the matter yet. The rat 
came out in a trap to make a Roman holiday for a bulldog, 
a terrier, the proprietor of the two latter animals, and the 
residents of the thoroughfare for two blocks in either direc- 
tion. When the crowd had assembled, the rat was let out 
of the trap, and straightway jumped into a cellar. The bull- 
dog, in the excitement of the moment, killed the terrier by 
mistake, and bit three men, and then a policeman killed the 
bulldog. And the rat is wondering which of them all had 


the most fun. 
o* * + 


THE IMPORTANT POINT. 


ae was a Chicago girl, 
and she was deeply ab- 
sorbed in a novel. A 
bland old gentleman in 
PS the next seat leaned 
f over and asked: 

“Ts the heroine mar- 
ried yet?” 

“ Oh, long ago,” was 
the reply, “but I’m 
a : just dying to know 
Pee whether she secured 
a divorce.” 
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MOTHER HUBBARD. 


(AFTER ROSSETTI AND OTHERS.) 


T was an ancient dame, so runs the tale, 
Who, in a state not motionless, sams rest, 
Conveyed herself along as one in quest 

Of good, or ill it might be, nor did fail 
To reach her goal ; a cup of tin, a pail 
And platter were disposed as seemed it best 
Upon the shelf—a closet stood confessed, 
The place, forsooth, where she did oft regale 
Herself and dumb companion, tried and true ; 
But now it was the trusty comrade’s fare 
The question to be solved, for him she sought, 
For him she anxious peered, hoping to view 
The frugal bone: alas! the place was bare, 
And thus the wretched hound possessed it not. 


BOYHOOD FRIENDS. 


LERK (¢o busy employer): There is a gentleman out- 

side, sir, who says that he is a very old friend of your 
father’s. 

Busy EMPLOYER: Tell him I’m sorry, but my father 
is dead. 
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CHEERING NEWS. 


ARY: I'm so glad Eugenia was not seasick on the 
trip over. 
BESSIE: How do you know she was not? 
has only just arrived on the other side. 
Mary: The paper says that the Czty of Rome was spoken 
by the Z¢rurza, which reported “all well on board.” 


The steamer 





SMOOTHING MATTERS OVER. 


HEN your husband comes home drunk,” said the 
magistrate, ‘is he ugly?” 
‘No, sorr, he’s plisant.” 
“Then why don’t you try to smooth matters over?” 
“Oi did sorr; Oi hit him wid a smoothin’ oirun.” 


¢ 


THE WATER WE DRINK. 


- DON'T wonder,” said Uncle Abner as he emptied 

his glass, “that you folks in York City drink so 
much wine and beer. I used to be a strict temperance man 
myself, but when I seed from the ferry-boat the kind o’ 
water you have round here, I vowed I'd stick to hard cider 
during this trip!” 


Van Tynne: CAN'T YOU PAY ME THAT FIFTY DOLLARS YOU BORROWED SATURDAY ? 


Brown: OH, THUNDER! 


DON’T DUN A FELLOW IN COMPANY. 


Van Tynne: WHAT MATTER, WHEN YOU OWE THEM ALL? 


Brown: YES, BUT THANK HEAVEN THEY ARE NOT ALL LIKE YOU! 


THEY DON’T EXPECT TO GET IT. 











THE FITNESS OF 
THINGS. 


RS. BLOSSOM: 

Charley, how do 

_you spell ‘pomegran- 
ate?’ 

Mr. BLossom: I 
don't remember, dear ; 
look in Haydn’s Dic- 
tionary of Dates. 


HE WARMEST SEA- 
SON — Cayenne Pep- 








“THE STORY OF AN AFRICAN FARM.” 


LITTLE book of unusual originality in scene and 
treatment, which was first published in England 
about five years ago, is gaining considerable thoughtful at- 
tention here through the recent issue of an attractive Ameri- 
can edition (Roberts Brothers). ‘The Story of an African 
Farm,” by Olive Schreiner, has much in common with that 
wholly American product, “ The Story of a Country Town.” 
Both depict a new and rude civilization; both are protests 
against fanatical forms of religion, and both are saturated 
with gloomy realism. One feels that they were wrung from 
sensitive souls which were lodged by an unkind fate in a wholly 
uncongenial environment. Each story is a depressing 
record of the phantoms which men and women of imagina- 
tion, entirely out of sympathy with their surroundings, can 
summon into being to torment them. It is Realism—how 
real only the sensitive man who has suffered fully knows. 
But it is morbid, none the less. 
* * * 
OMEWHERE between twenty and thirty, the man or 
woman who thinks goes through all or part of the men- 
tal contest which is the motive of this story—the severity de- 
pending on inherited traits. In that half-responsible period 
when we have time to generalize (and try to fit every part of 
a host of new experiences to our generalizations), then we 
pass through the deep waters of doubt and despair. By- 
and-by come a host of practical questions, near at hand, 
demanding an immediate solution; it may be bread and 
butter, or house, or wife, or child. We find ourselves, be- 
fore we know it, shoulder to shoulder in the ranks with 
other people just like ourselves. If we can see a day’s 
journey ahead we are content, and leave off thinking about 
“life, death, and the vast forever” in the abstract. The 
joy and the sorrows of comradeship fill our hearts and drive 
out the phantoms. 
“Come, friends,” we say, as we get used to our harness, 
‘come, let us be merry, for it is a short enough journey, and 


*-LIFE: 







ead 


then, farewell Here’s to the man who sings by the way 
—who warms our hearts with a story of peace and good- 
will—who makes us laugh through tears! On a dark night 
we do not cry for a fog; anything but that—even a rush- 
light or a will-o’-the-wisp. 

“But there zs a clammy, oppressive fog down there along 
the river which you are going to cross by-and-by,” says 
your wise, far-séeing friend. 

“Very well. I am now on the uplands, where the air is 
pure, and now and then I have glimpses of the stars. So 
give us a song, boys, before the fog sweeps up from the 
valley, or we dip our feet in the water of the river!” 


* * * 


FTER all, that is the sum of what one may say about 

so sad a book as this “Story of an African Farm,” 
except to praise it as a piece of literary workmanship. There 
is strength, beauty and flexibility in the style—long reaches 
of melodious prose, with the right word as a sign-board at 
every turn of the trail. There is need of variety, of a wider 
experience of life and thought to break up the gray monotony 
of the tale. But the few touches of color, here and there, 
are put in with a skill which shows what the same hand 
might do on a larger canvas. The people of the story are 
not generalizations, whatever their thoughts may be. How 
much more interesting is the specific than the abstract, 
though it may not be so dignified! Mankind may be de- 
praved totally, and womankind changeable and false, but 
you and I have friends whom we find wholly lovable, and 


they are more to us than the Race. 
Droch. 


* NEW BOOKS - 


EPtTHa's BURGLAR. By Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett. 
Jordan, Marsh & Co. 


Battles and Leaders of the Civil War. 

York: The Century Co. 

A Devil of a Trip. 
ureau. 


Boston : 


Parts XXIII. and XXIV. New 


By J. Armoy Knox. New York: National Literary 


History of Tennessee. Boston and New York: 


Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 


Tried for Her Life. 
T. B. Peterson & Brothers. 


The Pot af Gold. By Edward Richard Shaw. Chicago, New York and 
San Francisco: Belford, Clarke & Co. 


What Dreams May Come. By Frank Lin. 
Francisco: Belford, Clarke & Co. 


Why Was It? By Lewis Benjamia. 
cisco: Belford, Clarke & Co. 


Marie. A Seaside Episode. By J. P. Ritter, Jr. 
and San Francisco: Belford, Clarke & Co. 


The Rainbow Calendar. Boston: Ticknor & Co. 
Fifty Years Ago. By Walter Besant. 


The Land Beyond the Forest. 
Brothers. 


The Rose and the Ring. By William M. Thackeray. New York and 
London: G. P. Putnam's Sons. 


By James Phelan, 


By Mrs. E, D. E. N. Southworth. Philadelphia: 


Chicago, New York and San 
Chicago, New York and San Fran- 


Chicago, New York 


New York : Harper & Brothers. 
By E. Gerard. New York: Harper & 


Essays on Practical Politics. 
London: G. P. Putnam's Sons. 


By Edward Lear. 


Beauchamp’s Career. 


By Theodore Roosevelt. New York and 


Nonsense Books. Boston : Roberts Brothers. 
By George Meredith. Boston: Roberts Brothers. 


A War-Time Wooing. By Captain Charles King, U.S. A. New York: 
Harper & Brothers. 














AT NEW ORLEANS. 
M®: JEAN BAPTISTE: Have you ever 
met the Creve Cours, my dear ? 

MRS. PONT CHARTRAIN: Oh, yes; their 
standing is unimpeachable. Mr. Pont Char- 
train and I met them two or three Sundays 
ago at the Magnolia cock-fight. 


A TRIFLE SUSPICIOUS. 
R. NIGHTLEY: My watch has stopped, 
and I noticed the hall clock has stop- 
ped, too. Didn't I wind it last night? 

Mrs. NIGHTLEY: I don’t know, dear; I 
heard you send in three signals on the messen- 
ger-box, and the cook found a boy at the front 
door this morning. 


A POWERFUL METAL—Printer’s zinc. 


HANGS FIRE—The gas-jet. 








THE UNEXPECTED. 
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FUNNY WAY THEY 


Cousin Jack (who has just been showing a Hebrew Bible): 
HAVE OF READING BOOKS—BEGINNING AT THE BACK! 
Mabel: WHy, DOESN'T EVERYBODY DO THAT? 


WILLING TO 


APOLOGIZE. 
UEST (az an evening party, to beautiful young man): You may order 
me an ice, waiter. 
SUPPOSED WAITER (fiercely): 
a mistake demands an apology, sir ! 
GUEST (covered with confusion): Why, of course it does. Where dy’e 
suppose I can find the waiter ? 


Sir! I’m no waiter, sir, and such 


THINGS IN BAD SHAPE. 
ITIZEN (¢o Farmer Hayseed): How's things up on the farm, Mr. 
Hayseed ? 
FARMER HAYSEED: Dinged bad. My wife is down sick, an’ two of my 
hosses has got heaves. I’m lookin’ fer a good hoss doctor. 


COMPARATIVE APPETITES. 
ERY STOUT OLD LADY (watching the lions fed): ’Pears to me, 
Mister, that ain't a very big piece o’ meat fer sech an animal. 
ATTENDANT (w7th the greatest and most stupendous show of polite- 
ness on earth): 1 s’pose it does seem like a small piece of meat to you, 
ma’am, but it’s enough for the lion. 

















‘Dares - 


BOTH IN STOCK. 


LD LADY (¢o druggist's 
doy): I want to git a 
lettle paint, boy. 
Boy: Yes’um; face or 
fence? 


HIS CAPACITY. 


ND what do you expect to 
make of your son when he 
comes of age, Mr. Smith ?” 
“Oh, I don’t know,” replied 
Mr. Smith, despondently. “I 
think he’d make a good hus- 


band for a rich girl.” 


OLLEGES make their 
graduates noted by de- 
grees. 


A GOSSIP’S SOLILOQUY. 


“THERE be some things I’d like to know, 
And these be what they air: 
If Sarah’s teeth be false or not, 
And Martha dyes her hair? 


Now, Sarah’s teeth were good enough 
Until a year ago, 

When they began to bother her, 
And now she has a row. 


And Martha’s hair began to turn 
Three years ago, July, 

But yet there’s scarsly one gray hair 
To see, hard as I try. 


And then, sometimes I really think 
Our parson’s dead in love 

With ’Siah’s girl in Bostin town— 
And yet, he seems above 


Sich nonsense, too—I can’t make out 
About these things one bit ; 

I think, and think, all day and night, 
But nothin’ seems to hit. 


Last Sunday, Brother Solomon 
Talked about Judgment Day ; 
How dreadful solemn it would be, 

And how it wouldn’t pay 


To hear the thunder rollin’ round, 
And all our secrets told; 

But I am really not afraid— 
In thunder I’m real bold. 


For then I’d know ‘bout Sarah’s teeth 
And Martha’s turnin’ gray, 

And all the parson’s love affair— 
So, /’d like Judgment Day! 


John Sydney. 
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AT THE INQUEST. 


HE CORONER: I believe you were a friend of the 
deceased ? 

THE WITNESS: Yes, sir. 

THE CORONER: Also that you are believed to resemble 
him ? 

THE WITNESS: Yes, sir. 

THE INQUISITIVE JUROR: In what respect? 

THE WITNESS: We were both bald-headed. 

THE CORONER: Was the deceased as bald-headed as 
you are? 

THE WITNESS: Yes, sir. 

THE CORONER: How long have you known the deceased ? 

THE WITNESS: Something like twenty years. 

THE CORONER: Were you very well acquainted ? 

THE WITNESS: Yes, sir. We very frequently dined to- 
gether and afterwards went to the theatre. 

THE CORONER: Where were you on the evening of the 
21st of September ? 

THE WITNESS: At Niblo’s Garden. 

THE CORONER: In company with the deceased ? 

THE WITNESS: Yes, sir. 

THE CORONER: Please tell the jury what occurred on 
that occasion. 

THE WITNESS: We had dined together at the Union 
League Club. The deceased asked me if I wanted to go to 
Niblo’s to see a new piece called ‘“‘ Mathias Sandorf,” and 
told me that he had a brace of seats in the front row. I 
said I would like to go. We took a cab and drove down. 

THE CORONER: What happened then ? 

THE WITNEss: After the curtain went down on the first 
act I asked the deceased if he didn’t think we had better go 
out and get a drink. 

THE CORONER: What did he say? 

THE WITNESS: “ Why, cert!” 

THE CORONER: After that, what happened ? 

THE WITNESS: We came back. 

THE CORONER: After that? 

THE WITNESS: The act opened with some very clever 
variety business, and then the ballet came on. I noticed 
that my friend seemed very much agitated, that his eyes 
bulged out, and that after he reached his opera-glasses he kept 
them glued to his face for a few moments, and then began to 
seem very strange. At last he began to gasp for breath, and 
between the gasps I heard him say, “Great Heavens !—old 
man—I really—believe—there’s a girl—under forty—” and 
then he dropped dead. Metcalfe. 
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CONSISTENT. 






Mr. Pompadour ; WOULD YOU LIKE TO GO WITH ME THIS EVEN- © 
THEY HAVE JUST INTRODUCED A NEW BOY 
VERY 


ING TO THE CHURCH? 
CHOIR, AND THE SERVICE IS SAID TO BE VERY INTERESTING. 
HIGH CHURCH, YOU KNOW. 


Miss Heavycrape (in mourning for her father): 1 HARDLY KNOW 
YOu SEE, I HAVE BEEN TO NO 


WHAT TO SAY, MR. POMPADOUR. 
AMUSEMENTS SINCE POOR PAPA DIED. 


HE helmsman 
should have a 
stern voice. 

E notice there exists, 
according to the hu- 
morous_ paragrapher 

of to-day, an epidemic 
of hydrophobia in Ken- 
tucky. But the humor- 
ous paragrapher of to- 
day is a very unreliable 
person. 


BITUARY Notes 

—The score of 
“The Dead March in 
Saul.” 


TELLING POINTS. 


ID Beasley make any good points in his speech?” 
asked Bagley of Bailey. 
“Yes, quite a good many. They were mainly exclamation 
points.” 
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CONCERNING RELIGION. 


HAT very able and interesting novel, ‘‘ Robert Elsmere,” the 
novel that Gladstone reviewed, has diffused itself among us 

Americans in various patterns of paper covers, and seems to be 
getting itself extensively read. There is nothing so miscellaneously 
interesting to the intelligent human as religion, and as ‘‘ Robert 
Elsmere” is crammed with religion, assorted to meet various re- 
quirements, and is, moreover, an admirable piece of literary work, 
its success is not surprising. It deals with the experiences of an 
English clergyman, who became gradually convinced that some of 
the important ‘‘ facts” of the Christian religion were not so, and 
who, consistently with his changed views, abandoned his living, and 
set up with the remnants of his stock-in-trade to continue the work 
of his profession under new conditions in London. 

A great many people will read this book and will think about it ; 
and it may be predicted with reasonable confidence that what they 
say about it will bear a small proportion to what they think, for it is 
not a book that stimulates the tongue in the same degree that it feeds 
the mind. 

Among other gratifying observations that the dispassicnate 
reader of it may make, he may be struck with the amount of Chris- 
tianity that A/smere still had left in stock after he had abandoned 
such particulars of belief as failed in his case to weather a sharpened 
critical discrimination. As Thomas Arnold's granddaughter puts 
his case, he had enough left to make his life greatly serviceable, and 
he could still have been happy had he not been married to a woman 
constitutionally unable to accept or even really to tolerate his change 
of views. 
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HIS SUNDAY IN THE COUNTRY. 


‘““IN TRYING TO ESCAPE, YOUNG BROWN HAS SET FIRE TO THE HAY-COCK, SAT 
DOWN ON A HORNET’S NEST, AND NOW THE CONFOUNDED BEAST IS WAITING FOR 


HIM TO COME DOWN.” 


LOYAL TO THE CORE. 
TRANGER (¢o Colonel Blood): What do 
you think, sir, of putting whiskey on the 

free list ? 

COLONEL BLOOD (wéth emphasis): Think, 
sir; I think that such a low-down, ungentle- 
manly procedure would be an insult to even 
the poorest brand. 


HE LIKED TO BE ACCURATE. 
a= HE farmer's wife ran out to the road and 
looked up and down. A tramp was 
shuffling along, when she hailed him. “I say, 
did you see any cows in the corn in that 
corner lot?” 

“No, ma’am,” he replied as he lifted his 
hat, “I didn’t see any cows in the corn, but I 
did see some of the corn going into the cows 
at—”’ 

J But she was off. 


NOTHING LIKE IT. 


vis H, my young friend,” said the eminent 
| prohibitionist, “what can be more 
HH delicious than clear, cold water in the early 
morning, fresh from the old oaken bucket? 
It makes life worth living !”’ 
“Yes,” responded the young man, “ water 
is a good thing. Are you in the milk business, 
sir?” 








The average reader will find himself without either the leisure or 
the scholarship to make the critical investigations that Z/smere un- 
dertook, but he can make a valuable test of the truth of Christianity 
by beginning at the other end, endeavoring to discover what sort of 
feelings and behavior it inculcates, and shaping his walk and con- 
versation accordingly. There is good authority for asserting that a 
fair test of doctrine is to see how it works, and possibly doctrines that 
cannot be practically tested are not so indispensable but that a man 
may live and die with reasonable propriety without satisfying his 
mind as to whether they are true or not. In a world where it is not 
always possible, either in matters material or spiritual, to get all we 
want, it behooves us not infrequently to do our prettiest with what 
we can get. 

There may be trust without certainty; there may be faith with- 
out credulity, and a real halo may even learn to corruscate around a 
doubt as the pearl grows over the damaged spot in the oyster. 

While we love the truth, brethren, and endeavor to use as much 
of it as we can compass in our business, let us not be unduly terrified, 
even if we should not be cocksure of everything. If worse comes to 
worst, at least our last moments can be soothed as Hopkins’s were in 
the ‘‘ London Hospital’s” story, which story is this: 

CHAPLAIN: So poor Hopkins is dead. I should have liked to 


speak to him once again, and soothe his last moments; why didn’t 
you call me ? 
HOSPITAL ORDERLY: I didn't think you ought to be disturbed 
for ’Opkins, sir, so I just soothed him as best I could myself. 
CHAPLAIN: Why, what did you say to him ? 
ORDERLY: ‘*’Opkins,” sez I, ‘‘ you're mortal bad.” 
‘**T am,’ sez ’e. . 
‘* **Opkins,’ sez I, ‘I don't think you'll get better.’ 
*** No,’ sez ’e. 


‘«“’Opkins,’ sez I, ‘ you’re going fast.’ 

‘66 Yes,’ sez ’e. 

‘««’Opkins,’ sez I, ‘I don’t think you can ’ope to go to ’eaven.’ 

‘*¢]T don’t think I can,’ sez ’e. 

‘«* Well, then, ’Opkins,’ sez I, ‘ you'll go to ’ell.’ 

***T suppose so,’ sez ’e. 

‘*«’Opkins,’ sez I, ‘you ought to be wery grateful as there’s a 
place perwided for you, and that you’ve got somewhere to go to.’ 
And I think ’e ’eard, sir, and then he died.” E.. S. Ht. 











“TU QUOQUE.” 
First Colored Lady (in the heat of argument): 
! 








Second Colored Lady: N’EMMIND, Honey !——DEss EV'YTING 
you say J is, YOU'’SE 7f—AND MO’ BESIDES! 


















PAT SEISORS AT NvLLy 


TO THE BRIDGE JUMPERS. 


HE day will come, and quickly too, 
To Brodie, and all such, 
When, like the drunkards, they will find 
They’ve had a drop too much, 








— Evening Sun, 


MR. ISAACSTEIN (40 school teacher): 
getting on mit arithmetic ? 

SCHOOL TEACHER: He is doing nicely, Mr. Isaacstein; he is in 
percentage now. 

MR. ISAACSTEIN: Vas dot so? Vell, don’d you teach dot poy 
noddings less than von hundert per cent. He vas too young yet to 
study very hard.— Sun. 


How vas dat leedle Jacob 


IRATE WIFE: This is a nice time of night for you to be getting 
home! 

AGGRAVATING HUSBAND: Yesh, ver’nice. Beautiful moon (Zzc ) 
light : no peramb'lators on street; everything (4zc) nice ’n quiet. — 
Toronto Grip. 


IRATE FATHER (Zo young Binks): See here, young man! didn’t 
I tell you never to enter my gate again ? 

YouncG BINKS: 
Judge. 


Yes, sir; and I didn't. I clum over the fence.— 


Soft 


and 
Elastic 
Skin. 
Fine 
Texture 


and 


Tint. 


Packer’s Tar Soa P removes impairments 
of the skin, and establishes in their stead that health- 
ful, brilliant. natural cuticle which must be the 
basis of all Beautiful Complexions. 
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ly outfit FREE. Terms FRE«. Address, TRUE & CO., Augusta, Maine. 


You can live at home and make more money at wor for us 
t than at anything e‘se in the world. Either sex ; all agea. Cost- 
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CELEBRATED HATS 
AND 

ROUND HATS. 

178 & 180 Fifth Ave., bet. 22d & 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 


Palmer House, Chicago. 
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ENGLISH AMERICAN (2” dime museum, afew years hence): D'ye 
know, I cahn't see any curiosity about that man. It’s what you call 
a fake, I fahncy. 

GERMAN AMERICAN: Dot show vas no good, 

FRENCH AMERICAN: Zat ees not von bearded lady; eet ees not 
von living skeleton : eet ees not von vild man of Borneo. Vot he is ? 

DIME MUSEUM MANAGER: Fake, isit ? Sure thot mon’s the foinest 
curiosity in siven counties; an’ a har-r-rud toime we had foindin’ him. 
He's an American-American, begobbs.— Puch, 





YouncG Mr. Muscle left at a very late hour, and the old man stood 
at the head of the stairs chuckling in fiendish glee. 

Then there was an awful disturbance in the front yard, and the 
aforesaid old man laughed, ha, ha! 

Then came the cry of ‘‘ Help!” 

‘* What's wanted ?” shouted the aged sinner. 

A clarion voice rang out : 

‘*T want somebody to help me bury a dog !"— 7exas Siftings. 

FEROCIOUS STRANGER (fo Texan bartender): I'm the wolf! 
There’s only one of me and this is my day to howl. 

BARTENDER (calmly but firmly): Well, I’m the father of triplets, 
and every day in the week is their day to howl. So you jest howl 
away; I'm used to it. 

The wolf retreated.— 7exvas Si/tings. 


Pa: What would you like to be when you grow up, Johnny ? 
Jounny: I think I'll be a soldier. ° 

‘*You might get killed.” 

‘* who by ?” 

‘* By the enemy, of course.” 

‘* Well, then, I guess I had better be the enemy.” — 77mes. 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


KRAKAUER 


LADIES’ TAILOR, 


19 East 21st St., N. Y. 


2d door East from Broadway. 


With a view of advancing the 
very liberal patronage accorded 
to my Specialty, I would inform 
patrons and the discriminating 
classes, that on return from my 
annual visit to the most noted 
European Centres of Fashion and 


9x4 Chestnut St., Phila. | Marts of Choicest Goods, I am 





Sundhoreys 


EDENIA 
Ludborgs fe 


JOHN PATTERSON & CO., 
Tailors and Importers, 


Patterson Building, 
Nos. 25 and 27 W. 26th St., 


NEW YORK. 


now prepared /o show designs and 
models in Wraps, Gowns, Jackets 
and styles which cannot be out- 
matched by any one in my line. 





SoME belles captivate with artless heart ; 
others with heartless art.—Chicago Merchant 
Traveler, 


ROSS’S 
ROYAL 


121 Broad St., Boston. 





BELFAST 
GINGER ALE 


RASPBERRY 
VINEGAR 


56 Pine St., N. Y. 











RHENISH 
*“* Cologue: 


Lundborg’s Perfumes are for sale by almost all 
Druggists and Dealers in Toilet Articles, but if, for 


any reason, they cannot be so obtained, send for a 
Price List to 


LADD & COFFIN, 
PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS, 
24 Barclay Street, cor. Church St., N. Y. 



















C.C.BRIGGS &C2 
5 APPLETON ST. BOSTON MASS. 
MANUFACTURERS OF 


GRAND: :SQUARE- -6--UPRIGHT 
PIANO FORTES 


GRACEFUL DESIGNS «+ SOLID (NSTRUCTION 
MATCHLESS TONE ++ BEAUTIFUL FINISH. 


piGaS-PIANOS 




















LADIES’ TAILOR 


By appointment to the Queen of England. 


OPENING OF NEW PREMISES 
ABOUT SEPTEMBER 15, WITH 
NEW AND ORIGINAL MODELS OF 
AND HATS. 


COWNS, 


COATS, 





MANTLES, 


Mantle 
Department. 


In consequence of the 
increased space at our 
disposal, the Mantle De- 
partment has been reor- 
ganized, and will in future 
form a prominent feature 
in our business, 


Mourning 
Department. 


In cases of emergency, 
mourning can be _ fur- 
nished within 24 hours. 





210 FIFTH AVENUE, through to 1132 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


WABAS H 
SOLID AND COMPLETE 
VESTIBULED TRAINS 


BUFFET COMPARTMENT CARS 


AND 
FREE RECLINING CHAIR CARS 
RUN DAILY BETWEEN 


CHICAGO # ST. LOUIS 


The only Road operating such magnificent train service 
between the two cities. 

No extra charge exacted over this route. 

The Direct and most Popular Line running through 
cars between 


ST. LOUIS, NEW YORK AND BOSTON. 


Ticket Agents in the United States or Canada can tell 
you all about this Railway, or you can address 


JOHN McNULTA, K. H. WADE, 
Receiver, Gen. Sup’t, 


S. W. SNOW, Gen. Pass. Ag’t, 
CHICACO. 


THE ARMSTRONG 
5. §. GENTLEMEN'S GARTER, 


Made without Rubber! 
The Elasticity is given by Nickel-Plated 
Brass Springs, like the well-known Duplex 
Ventilated Garter for Ladies, which have 
given such universal satisfaction, and are 
recommended by the Medical Fraternity as 


Tue Onty GARTER TO WEAR FOR’ 
HEALTH AND COMFORT. 


Tue Onty Garter Fit Tro BE WorRN IN 
Warm WEATHER. 


For Sale by all First-class Dealers in 
Notions and Furnishings. 


Sample Pair sent, postpaid, on 
receipt of 35 cents, by 


THE ARMSTRONG MFG. CO. 


BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 
GEO. MATHER’S SONS 


RINTING INK 


60 JOHN STREET, N. Y. 
THIS PAPER IS PRINTED WITH 
OUR SPECIAL ° LIFE - INK. 











FALL IMPORTATION OF 


Novelties for Wedding Dresses 


AND BRIDESMAIDS’ COSTUMES 


In Failles, Satin Duchesse, Venetians, and Peau de Soie, 
Rich and Elegant Effects in Brocade, Crepe de Chenes, 
Stripes and Figures. All in Ivory White, made to our 
special order, and in every quality from the most moderate 
to the very highest quality imported. 


lal Cheol St: 





The connecting link of Pullman travel between Gime, 
Indianapolis, Cincinnati a— and Florida Resorts. 
Send for Guide. E. O. McCORMICK, G. P. A., Chicago. 


H. B. KIRK & CO. 


CAN SUPPLY 
FOR THE SICK-ROOM 
FOR GRAND DINNERS 
FOR FAMILY USE, 


RELIABLE WINES 
AND LIQUORS 


THAT ARE WELL MATURED 
ALSO MEDIUM AGES 
No other House can furnish ‘‘OLD CROW RYE.” 
69 FULTON STREET, 9 WARREN STREET, 


BROADWAY AND 27TH STREET. 
ESTABLISHED 1853. 


DECORATION 
FURNITURE 
CURTAINS 








133 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 





INSURANCE COMPANY OF PHILADELPHIA 
Nos. 921 and 923 Chestnut Street. 
ASSETS ‘ . 812,600,259,03 
SURPLUS . . ° 2,469, 841.67 

“A SOLID policy i ina SOLID company is a SOLID 
comfort in anv situation of life.”’ 


“TRUEWORTH.” 


Is superior in style. 
Is the best to wear. 
Is the cheapest to buy. 





THIS 


UMBRELLA | 


It is “ True Worth” throughout, and has our 
“PATENT ADJUSTABLE TIE,” which 
can be instantly shortened or lengthened. 

We exclusively control the ‘“‘ TRUE- 
WORTH” SILK with which it is covered, 
and Genuine have tie marked as below. 


Sold by Leading Dealers Everywhere. 


WRIGHT BROS. & CO. 


New York, Philadelphia, Boston, Chicago. 


6:::.{ 
UNION FOLDING BEDS, 


CABINET AND WARDROBE, 


50 DIFFERENT STYLES, 
FROM $10 TO $200. 


“PERFECT VENTILATION AND EASY TO 
CLEAN. GUARANTEED FOR 5 YEARS, 


Waa ielaeal 





UNION WIRE MATTRESS 00, 





